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Hissing already at my forehead; now. Mine ears are boring. Mos. To your couch, sir, you
Make that place good, however. Guilty men Suspect what they deserve still. Signior Corbaccio!
ACT III, SCENE 9 CORBACCIO, MOSCA, VOLTORE, VOLPONE
Corb. Why, how now, Mosca ?
Mos. Oh, undone, amazed, sir.
Your son, I know not by what accident. Acquainted with your purpose to my patron. Touching your will, and making him your heir, Entered our house with violence, his sword drawn, Sought for you, called you wretch, unnatural, Vowed he would kill you.
Corb. Me?
Mos. Yes, and my patron.
Corb. This act shall disinherit him, indeed: Here is the will.
Mos. *Tis well, sir.
Corb. Right and well: Be you as careful now for me.
Mos. My life, sir,
Is not more tendered, I am only yours.
Corb. How does he? Will he die shortly, thinkest thou?
Mos. I fear
He '11 outlast May.-
Corb. To-day?
Mos. No, last out May, sir.
Corb. Couldst thou not give him a dram?
Mos. Oh, by no means, sir.
Corb. Nay, I '11 not bid you.
Volt. This is a knave, I see.
Mos. How! Signer Voltore! Did he hear me?